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To Become Human 


For some time after the 
attack on my village my 
recall fails me. Only 
foggy wisps of tattered 
memories remain to me. 
For how long I lived as 
an animal I know not. 
Wounded, starving, and 
fearful of everything, I 
survived as best I could. 
Here a fragment of 

myself trying to use 
nothing but my bare 

hands to catch the rich 
and fat fish in a brook. 
There the feeling of 
hopelessness as I failed 
to find any food for the 
third day. Living on what 
grubs and moss as I 

could find, running from 
anything that looked like 
it could hurt me. Fear 
pervading everything 
around me, pain from my 
wounds, as well as the 
cramping and clutching of 
a belly too long left 
empty. Despair as I knew 
that everything I loved 
had been destroyed. Hate 
for the orcs drove me, 
dreams of revenge 
provided my drive. At 
some point I learned some 
of the way of the 


forest, at least enough 

to feed myself and thus 

I lived. Using the 
hindsight of age, I believe 
it was almost a year 

that I roamed that 

forest. I remember the 
cold I felt after the orc 
attack, and when I finally 
began to move south it 

was because I could no 
longer take the cold. My 
decision to move south 

was Simple animal instinct. 
The warmth was south. I 
knew that without being 
told, and that was the 

way I went. Surprisingly I 
do not have any memory 

of again meeting any orcs 
in that area. Either that 
is a part of my memory 
that is lost, or the orcs 
that destroyed my home 

had wandered far. My 

move south made life 

much better. The foraging 
was easy; the weather 

was kinder, and warm 
enough to sleep without 
shelter. It was in this 
time that my memory 

again came to me in full, 
instead of fragmented 
pieces, and I can recall 
many days of happiness 
where I was content to 
roam, feed myself, and 
just live. At some point I 
began to realize that 
things were too easy. I 
began to find food in 
piles near where I slept, 
and if I traveled in the 
right direction there 
would be more at night. 

It took me a short time 

to become dependant upon 
these gifts of food and I 


was too young to realize 
that I was being led by 
my belly. Though I knew 
it not, luck was with me. 
An old member of Lord 
British’s rangers had 
found me. Seeing a child 
in such a state, looking 
more like a mongbat than 
a human had touched him. 
He later told me that he 
had followed me for 
months before leaving 
food out for me to 
become dependant on. The 
old ranger knew what he 
was about of course. It 
took him a lot of time 
and effort, but he 
became my friend. My 
friend Strider. Having 
gained my trust, he began 
working with me. Soon I 
had rediscovered the 
wonders of human speech 
and after a time had 
even left behind the 
grunts that had been my 
only method of 
communication for so long. 
Once Strider could speak 
to me, he began teach 

me those things I would 
need to live among my 
own kind. For, as he had 
commented, a boy that 
rips into food like a wild, 
starved, and insane bear 
will not find welcome 
anywhere. After he had 
instilled the rudiments of 
Civilization into me we 
began traveling west to 
where his home was 
located. It was a marvel 
to me, whom had not 

seen a building for a 
year anda half. It, in 
true ranger style, could 


not be seen unless you 
knew that to look for. 
Peering through the mists 
of time I realize that 
Strider’s dwelling was 
not very large at all, but 
to a boy almost eleven it 
was a mansion. A place 
where the wind could not 
get into. Where Strider 
could disappear into the 
‘kit cha in’ (For I had 
not progressed far into 
my language lessons, and 
things for which I had no 
concepts for were hard 

to understand or learn) 
and come back later with 
warm, filling, and tasty 
food. It was a time of 
wonder and learning for 
me. My command of 

words increased and I 
began to learn how to 
read. As I stumbled 
through my letters I 
discovered another thing 
about Strider that most 
would never have known. 
He was such an avid 
reader that he had a 
library that any scholar 
would drool over! (Away 
from the books of 
course!) As I spent my 
years in that place I too 
became an avid reader 

and devoured everything 
that there was to read 

in the place. After I had 
read all of Strider’s 
books I re-read them 
looking for any lore that 
I might have missed in 
the first place. Strider 
would occasionally go on 
trips, although he would 
not say where he went. 
After a lifetime of 


experience I now believe 
that he traveled either 
to Britain, or he met 
with a contact so that 

he could keep abreast of 
the events in the world. 
What I at my young age 
noticed was that when he 
returned he brought with 
him more books. He had 
noted which books I was 
drawn to and had bought 
more books on similar 
subjects. Strider never 
said anything about how 
much these works cost 
him, although it must 
have been most of his 
disposable income, for he 
brought me book after 
book of lore and 
knowledge. My interests 
varied from magic to 
woods lore. Strider 
taught me much of how 

to move through the 
forest, although much of 
this I had picked up 
quickly since it was the 
same things I did after 
escaping from the orcs. 
He taught me everything 

I wished to know except 
for the skills of combat. 
He allowed me to read on 
the subject, but not to 
handle those tools of 
destruction. So I learned 
tactics and strategy 
without the ability to use 
them. From all my studies 
there was only one thing 
that disturbed Strider. I 
read every fact I could 
about Ores. Lore, rumor, 
combat strategies, and 
any other scraps of 
information that would 
give me insight into these 


monsters. This I believe is 
why Strider would not let 
me learn combat, for he 
feared that I would go on 
a hunt of revenge and 

get myself killed in the 
process. So instead I 
practiced magic. Strider 
had little understanding 
about how magic worked, 
but he provided me with 
everything I needed to 
learn the craft. . It was 
a hard struggle for I had 
to learn from scratch 
with just the printed 
word to guide me, for no 
mage would come to this 
remote place to teach me 
the rudiments, and 
Strider did not think I 
was ready to leave yet. 
So I stayed, learned, and 
grew. Soon I had 

mastered the first circle 
of spells, and this made 
me proud. That the ist 
circle also contained 
combat spells also made 
me feel safer. Then one 
summer night Strider 

came to me and told me 
that I was ready. If I 
desired I could take the 
test of manhood that the 
Rangers of his village 
used to test the young 
and their ability to be 
adults. Needless to say, I 
accepted the challenge 
without hesitation. He had 
already set everything up 
and so I started out 
right away, with just the 
basics on me to provide 
shelter, food, and water. 
Many were the dangers I 
faced and I outwitted 
them all, found the 


object that Strider had 
planted and headed home 
with proof that I was 

now an adult. Quickly I 
went for I anticipated 
the look of joy on 
Strider’s face as I 
handed him the symbol of 
Valor that he had hidden 
for me to find. Yet as I 
have found over the 
years, such was not my 
fate. I knew something 
was wrong for a long 

time before I arrived. A 
plume of black smoke 

rose over the forest, 
marking the site of some 
disaster. My heart 
lurched and fear tightened 
its grip as I realized 
that the smoke was over 
where Strider’s house 
should be. I ran like the 
wind, but Fate had 
already dictated I would 
be too late to stop to 
what had occurred... 

Here ends the Second 
Volume 
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